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his property. Lime had long been as Naboth's vineyard in the younger Mr. ArkcolTs eyes, and before we knew that the uncle was dead, we heard that the nephew was the purchaser of Lime, the promise to as having been broken.
My mother immediately offered Mr. Arkcoll a much larger sum than he had paid to save Lime, but not unnaturally he was inexorable.
Thus it was inevitable that at Michaelmas we must leave our dear home, and, though I had suffered much at Hurstmonceaux, and though our position there as a ruined family was often a dismal one, yet we felt that nothing could ever replace what Lime itself was, where every plant was familiar, and every tree had its own little personal reminiscence. And there was also the great difficulty of finding a new home within our small means, and yet large enough to house our many books and pictures.
I met my mother at Bournemouth to talk over plans and possibilities for the future, and we went on to Weymouth, where we remained some weeks. It was bitterly cold weather, but I always liked Weymouth, and the pleasant walks in Sandyfoot Bay, and excursions to Bow and Arrow Castle, Corfe Castle, Abbotsbury, and Lyme Kegis. In April I was again at Beckett.
To MY MOTHER.
" Beckett^ April 8, 1860. Yesterday I went with Lady Barrington and Lady Somerton to Ashdowne (Lord Craven's). It is a most awfully desolate place, standing high up on the bare downs. Four avenues approach the house from the four sides. It was built by a Craven who wasme one who could have let you in, for there is a woman in the house.' They tried unsuccessfully, however, to make her hear. Then they went to the adjoining cottage, where the people assured them that the man was gone out for the day, and that there could not possibly be any one in the house. ' Oh,' said Mrs. Gaskell, ' but we have seen a woman in the house in a lilac print gown.' ' Then,' they answered, ' you have seen the ghost: there is 110 woman in the house; but that is she.'"ailabilities, like everythingwhen Ml          at, Mary, thru
